



On paine to'bc fotincl falfe and recreant. 
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 
To God, his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall 
Corn agiou fly, and with afreedefire. 
Attending but theTignall to begin 


Which 1 with fome vnwillingrfcire pronounce. 

The (lie flow howres (hall not determinate 
The datelelTc limit ofthy deare exile i * 

, Tiie hopelelfe word of neuer toreturne. 

Breath 1 againft thee, vpon paine oflife. 

Mw. A heauie lentence, my molt loueraigne J-jege, 


tcenainaDut uicugucuiiu uc^uu ^ y. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants- Andallvnlookt for from your highnelle mouth 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downc, 1 ' A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayme. 

Km, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Spears As to be caft foorth in the common ayre. 

And bothretume backe to their Chaires againe: Haue 1 deferued at your Highnelie hands. 

Withdrawwirhvs,andlet the Trumpets found, Thelanguage Ihaue learnd thefe fortie yeares, 

While wereturne thefe Dukes what we decree. My natiue Engliili now I mu it f orgoe, 

Drawncereandlift. And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 

Whatwith our Counfell we haue done. Than an vnftrtnged violl or a larpe, 

For that our kingdomes earth lhould not be foyld }‘K C a cunmn S m ltrumen ca P> 

With that deare blood which it hath beenefoftcred; £ r bc , mS open ’ pUt n u° MS .i S mnn ;, 

vv mu .11*1 * That knowes no touch to tune the harmome.' 

With riual-hating finaiefet on you, j too 0 y to fawnevppon a Nurfe, 

To wakeour peace, which in cur Countries cradle Tq ^ jn yeares to bf % p upiU noWi 

Drawes the fweet infant breath of gentle fleepc, W hatis thy fcneencebutfocachlefle death 5 

Which fo rouzd vp with boyft rous vn j^^ rumiTtt| Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiuebreathS 
With harfli refounding trumpets dreadfull bray. King* It bootes thee notto be compaffionatc, 

After ourfentence,playning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light, 
T o dwell in folemne fhades of endlelTe night. 

King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee s 
Lay on our Royall Sword your banilht hands. 

Sweare by thedutiethaty’owe to God, 


And grating fliocke of wrathfull yron amies. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, 

And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 

Therefore we banifh you our territories. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon paine of life. 

Till twice fiue Summers haue enricht our field, 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, 

But treadtheftrangerpathes of banifliment. 

Bui. Your will be done j this mu ft my comfort e > You neuer fliall,fo.helpe you truth and God, 
That Sun that warmes you hecre, (hall (nine Embrace each others loue in banifliment, 

And thofe his golden beanies vnto you heere lent, Norncuerlooke vpon each others face. 
Shall point on me, and guild my banifliment. Nor neuer writejtegreete, nor reconcile 


(Our part therein we banifh with your felues) 
'To keepe the oath that we adminifter ; 


King* Norfolke, for thee remaines a 




Thw 



